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LITERARY 


Arlene  Kelley  Randall  Sanford 


“  Injuns  ” 

Hazel  Deane  Shields 


DESERT  is  a  desert,  you 
say.  Sometimes,  but  not  al¬ 
ways.  As  you  stand  on  the 
south  rim  of  the  Canyon  of 
the  Little  Colorado  River 
(in  Arizona,  in  case  you  aren’t  in  a 
geography  class)  and  look  northeast 
across  forty  miles  of  the  Painted  Des- 
est — and  at  sunset — the  desert  becomes 
a  beautiful  fairy  tale.  It  appears  truly 
painted  in  brilliant  colors,  with  the 
high  1000-foot  cliffs  on  the  other  side, 
standing  out  clearly  within  arm’s 
reach,  and  looking  wonderfully  like  a 
huge  back-drop  curtain  on  a  great 
stage.  It  looks  unreal — but  it  is  very 
real.  The  desert,  too,  is  a  region  of 
many  mysteries.  Let  me  tell  you  one 
here.  At  a  distance  of  65  or  70  miles 
from  this  desert,  I  stood  one  night  on 
a  small  hill,  for  half  or  three-quarters 
of  an  hour  after  black  darkness  had 
fallen,  and  watched  in  the  mid-heavens 
a  brilliant  and  beautiful  light,  chang¬ 
ing,  oscillating,  shimmering  back  and 
forth,  and  reaching  fingers  of  light 
both  north  and  south  in  the  sky.  Not 
Northern  Lights — too  far  south;  not 
the  reflected  sunset  —  that  would  have 
been  thrown  on  the  eastern  sky. 
It  was  the  reflected  sunset  on  the 
Painting  of  the  Desert  throwing  those 
colors  into  the  Zenith  of  the  Heavens! 

But  we  must  get  to  the  “Injuns.” 
No,  they  do  not  carry  tomahawks,  but 
one  should  treat  them  with  proper  re¬ 
spect.  And  why  not?  They  are  a 
quiet,  law-abiding,  dignified  people, 
thrifty  and  productive  in  many  fields. 
They  had  attained,  long  before  we  had 
started,  a  perfection  in  handcrafts  that 
should  be  embarrassing  to  us.  Two  of 
the  well-known  tribes  of  the  south¬ 
west,  the  Hopis  and  the  Navajos,  have 


interesting  differences  easy  to  pick  out. 
For  example,  the  Hopi  wears  his  hair 
in  a  “Dutch  cut,”  tied  back  with  some 
bright  handkerchief  or  piece  of  cloth. 
The  Navajo  wears  his  hair  long,  tied  in 
a  sort  of  double  knot  at  the  back  of  his 
neck  with  a  piece  of  bright  wool  or  cloth. 
The  brighter  colored  “anything”  an  In¬ 
dian  of  any  tribe  can  fasten  on  himself, 
the  happier  he  is.  Another  difference  is 
in  size  and  statue;  the  Hopi  is  rather 
short  and  squatty,  while  the  Navajo  is 
a  great,  tall  fellow  with  sturdy  broad 
shoulders,  a  fine  specimen  of  man.  A 
third  difference,  in  temperament,  is 
not  quite  as  noticeable.  The  Hopi  is 
generally  a  happy-go-lucky,  jolly,  smil¬ 
ing  chap,  while  the  Navajo  is  much 
more  dignified,  solemn  —  not  glum  — 
and  rarely  laughs  boisterously,  but  is 
a  power  to  be  seriously  considered 
when  aroused  in  any  way. 

A  few  of  the  customs  and  supersti¬ 
tions  of  the  Indian  may  be  interesting. 
Still  clinging  to  somewhat  primitive 
customs,  the  Indian  will  build  a  house 
for  himself  and  family  from  rafters  and 
mud.  This  mud,  when  it  hardens,  be¬ 
comes  what  is  called  adobe  (pro¬ 
nounced  adoba.  The  house,  or  hogan, 
as  it  is  called,  is  built  dome-shaped 
like  an  Eskimo  ice  hut,  is  seldom  more 
than  20  or  25  feet  high  in  the  center, 
and  its  one  doorway  always  faces  the 
east.  This  is  to  enable  him  to  greet  his 
Sun  God  on  rising,  to  make  the  whole 
day  go  well.  The  sun  is  not  a  dead  ob¬ 
ject  of  inanimate  nature  to  the  Indian, 
but  a  living,  supreme  being,  divine  per¬ 
sonality,  whose  eyes  gaze  upon  the  im¬ 
menseness  of  everything  exposed  to  his 
gaze.  The  blanket  that  covers  the 
doorway,  therefore,  is  ever  in  his  sight 
( Continued  on  page  17) 
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“Blue  Eagle”  of  Mississippi 

Emil  N.  Iverson,  ’30 


HE  whack  of  a  boot  against 
leather  sounded  sharply  in 
the  crisp  autumn  air.  Thou¬ 
sands  of  people  saw  the  ball 
spiral  up  toward  the  blue, 
then  twist  and  turn  down  into  the  wait¬ 
ing  arms  of  “Blue  Eagle,”  who  was  reg¬ 
istered  at  the  University  of  Mississippi 
as  Frank  Robinson,  and  known  to  all 
the  football  world  as  the  greatest  find 
in  the  history  of  the  game.  He  juggled 
the  ball  for  a  second,  then  started  down 
the  field  with  his  great  speed  and 
shiftiness. 

The  people  of  the  university  stands 
came  to  their  feet  automatically,  and  a 
great  yell  resounded  over  the  field,  for 
their  great  Indian  hero  had  the  ball. 
Down  the  field  he  sped  for  seventy  yards 
and  across  the  goal  line.  This  made 
the  second  touchdown  of  the  game, 
both  of  which  had  been  scored  by  the 
Indian.  The  game  ended  12  to  0  in 
favor  of  the  university.  This  marked 
their  sixth  consecutive  victory  of  the 
season,  and  the  Indian  had  scored 
nearly  all  of  the  touchdowns. 

Handsome  and  tall  as  a  bronze  statue 
on  the  field,  but  off  the  field  nothing 
more  than  a  tall,  awkward  freshman 
trying  to  get  ahead  in  the  world,  he 
had  come  from  Colorado  to  study  law 
and  take  it  back  to  his  race. 

The  next  game  with  Colgate  did  not 
go  so  well ;  something  had  happened  to 
the  Indian.  He  would  take  the  ball  on 
the  kick-off  and  run  forty  to  fifty  yards 
only  to  be  tackled  and  fumble  the  ball. 

“A  nice  state  of  affairs !”  said  Coach 
Berry,  as  he  stepped  and  jumped  on 
his  new  derby,  which  was  the  third  new 
one  of  the  season. 

“What  do  you  care?”  said  “Bunky” 
Smith,  the  highest  paid  scout  in  the 
country.  “We  have  got  this  game  by 
three  touchdowns.” 

“That’s  all  right,”  said  the  coach, 
“but  the  Indian  is  way  off  his  game.” 

“Nothing’s  the  matter  with  that,” 
said  “Bunky,”  as  the  Indian  tore 
around  the  end  for  thirty  yards. 

“I  know,  but  he  has  been  going  from 


bad  to  worse  these  last  two  days,”  said 
Berry,  “and  besides,  he  has  a  changed 
attitude  towards  the  game,  which 
greatly  disturbs  me.” 

The  Indian  did  not  speak  to  a  soul 
in  the  dressing  room.  The  coach  was 
standing  by  the  locker  room  door  when 
“Blue  Eagle”  went  by.  Neither  spoke 
nor  were  in  the  mood  to  speak,  and  so 
things  went  along  till  “Bunky”  Smith 
came  to  the  door. 

"I  am  really  greatly  worried  over  the 
action  of  Robinson,”  said  the  coach. 
“I  think  he  must  be  longing  for  the 
sight  of  some  of  his  people.” 

“That’s  the  trouble.  Strange  we 
hadn’t  thought  of  it  before,”  spoke  up 
“Bunky.”  “Let  me  go  to  Colorado  to 
see  that  great  tribe  of  his  and  I’ll  guar¬ 
antee  some  results.” 

“Fine!  Try  to  get  them  down  here 
for  the  State  game  in  two  weeks,”  an¬ 
swered  the  coach,  with  a  new  enthu¬ 
siasm. 

“Good-bye,”  said  “Bunky,”  as  he 
started  for  home,  “I’ll  catch  the  next 
train.” 

No  more  was  said  by  the  coach  dur¬ 
ing  the  practice  session  of  the  week, 
and  the  spectators  were  as  much  sur¬ 
prised  as  the  Indian,  when  he  was  not 
in  the  starting  line-up  for  the  game  on 
Saturday  played  against  Stanford  Uni¬ 
versity.  He  got  into  the  game  during 
the  last  quarter,  however,  but  fumbled 
continually  and  was  finally  pulled 
from  the  game. 

The  following  week  a  hard  practice 
was  in  session,  and  the  freshman  was 
still  practicing  with  the  varsity  men. 
On  Thursday  “Bunky”  returned  with 
the  glad  tidings  that  the  needed  remedy 
would  arrive  Saturday  morning  for  the 
last  game  of  the  year  to  be  played 
against  Mexico  University. 

Saturday  afternoon  saw  a  great 
crowd  to  witness  the  conflict.  Last- 
minute  instructions  were  given  before 
the  team  took  the  field.  The  whistle 
blew  and  the  game  started.  One  pe¬ 
riod,  two  periods,  and  no  score. 

(  Continued  on  page  is) 
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Touchdown  To  Go 


Joseph  Gedaro,  ’31 


OACH  RENEHART,  Rene, 
for  short,  stocky  and  well- 
built,  looked  around  him  as 
he  watched  the  football  can¬ 
didates  practice.  On  one 
part  of  the  field  were  future  backs  kick¬ 
ing  goals.  On  another  were  linemen 
bucking  an  imaginary  line,  while  the 
fullback  crashed  through  for  a  five- 
yard  gain.  In  still  another  were  pro¬ 
spective  ends,  running  out  for  forwards 
which  the  captain  of  the  team,  “Red” 
Werner,  had  thrown  out. 

There  was  no  doubt  that  the  coach 
had  a  big  job  ahead  of  him.  Most  of 
the  veterans  were  gone.  The  only  ones 
left  were  “Red,”  the  captain,  and  two 
seniors — one  the  center,  Berry  Boyle; 
the  other,  right  tackle,  Rudie  Snell. 

“Coach,  won’t  you  give  me  a  chance  ?” 
Rene  looked  down  and  saw  Pee  Wee 
Morey,  freshman,  looking  up  at  him. 

“For  the  luva  Mike  !”  cried  the  coach, 
“you  ’round  here  again?  How  many 
times  have  I  told  you  that  you’re  not 
heavy  enough?  You  just  barely  weigh 
a  hundred.  If  you  got  in  there  those 
men  would  use  you  like  a  football.” 
Rene’s  expression  softened  as  he  gazed 
down  upon  the  boy.  “Can’t  you  see 
you’re  too  small?  I  don’t  want  you  to 
be  killed.”  ' 

“Can’t  you  let  me  practice  with  the 
ends  now?”  wheedled  the  boy. 

“Ye  gods!”  exploded  the  coach, 
“here’s  a  key  to  locker  25.  The  small¬ 
est  suit  is  in  there.  Get  it  and  stop 
bothering  me.  Beat  it.”  Pee  Wee 
beat  it.  He  made  that  gym  in  thirty 
seconds  flat ! 

Opening  the  locker,  he  took  out  the 
suit  and  in  another  thirty  seconds  was 
out  to  the  field.  He  raced  to  the  part 
where  the  ends  were  practicing  and  set 
to  work. 

“All  right,  fellows,  all  come  here.” 

Turning,  Pee  Wee  saw  the  captain 
and  the  coach  talking  together.  As  all 
the  players  were  hurrying  toward 
them,  he  followed. 

“This  may  be  a  surprise,  but  we  have 
our  first  scrimmage  now,”  said  the 
coach.  “All  the  vets  get  over  here,  and 


the  rest  of  you  get  over  there.” 

The  coach  then  formed  two  teams, 
and  Pee  Wee  was  put  on  the  vets’ 
team  as  right  end.  In  the  scrimmage 
Pee  Wee  managed  to  pull  down  a  few 
forwards.  Of  course  the  team  that 
“Red”  captained  won  with  the  score 
12-0. 

“All  right,  boys,”  said  Rene,  “all  re¬ 
port  here  at  two  tomorrow.” 

The  next  day  Pee  Wee  was  present. 
After  the  practice  the  coach  remarked, 
“Ten  days  from  now  we  play  our  first 
game  with  Penlope.  There  are  too 
many  here  so  the  following  boys  will 
have  to  wait  until  another  time  :  Mer¬ 
rill,  Ruben,  Wainer, — ”  the  coach  read 
down  the  list. 

The  boys  took  their  medicine  like 
good  sports  and  vowed  that  they  would 
make  the  team  the  next  year.  Much  to 
Pee  Wee’s  surprise  and  delight,  he 
found  that  he  had  made  the  scrub. 
That  wasn’t  very  much,  but  he  was 
fortunate  even  to  receive  that  very 
small  honor. 

The  coach  drilled  the  team  for  the 
next  nine  days  as  they  had  never  been 
drilled  before  —  signals,  rushes,  for¬ 
wards,  and  soon  the  team  took  shape 
and  would  give  any  enemy  a  tussle. 

The  day  of  the  game  arrived.  The 
stands  were  filled  to  capacity;  the  stu¬ 
dent  body  were  singing  the  school  song 
of  Brandon.  First,  Brandon  ran  out  on 
the  field  and  began  practicing.  The 
Penlope  team  followed.  In  fifteen 
minutes  the  teams  were  lined  up  for 
the  kick-off.  Brandon  was  to  kick  to 
Penlope. 

The  referee  raised  his  whistle. 

“Ready,  Penlope?”  he  asked. 

“Ready.”  answered  the  captain. 

“Ready,  Brandon?” 

“Readv.”  answered  “Red.” 

The  whistle  shrilled,  and  eleven  blue- 
shirted  Brandonites  swept  down  the 
field.  “Red’s”  boot  met  leather,  and 
the  ball  sailed  lazily  toward  the  red- 
shirted  men. 

The  quarterback  caught  the  ball,  but 
was  downed  after  he  had  run  off  fif¬ 
teen  yards. 
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Backward  and  forward,  forward  and 
backward,  went  the  ball.  At  the  end 
of  the  first  half,  Penlope  was  ahead 
with  the  score,  6-0. 

The  Penlope  players  gathered  in  one 
part  of  the  field,  while  Brandon’s  war¬ 
riors  turned  toward  the  gym. 

The  Blue  players  threw  themselves 
down  upon  chairs  and  tables,  and  some 
lay  on  the  floor. 

“When  you  get  out  there,  boys,” 
said  the  coach,  “fight!  Penlope  has 
scored,  don’t  let  that  bother  you.  Get 
in  there  and  run  away  with  them.  Wre 
have  to  win  this  game,  we — ” 

The  whistle ! 

The  teams  lined  up  again. 

“Ready,  Penlope?” 

“Ready.” 

“Ready,  Brandon?” 

“Ready.” 

The  whistle  shrilled  again,  and 
eleven  red-shirted  players  swept  down 
the  field.  Boot  met  leather,  and  the 
ball  sailed  toward  Brandon’s  warriors. 

Berry  Boyle  received  the  ball  and 
ran  twenty-five  yards  before  downed. 
The  cheer  leaders  went  wild. 

“Yea,  Brandon!  Fight!  Fight! 

Fight  r 

The  teams  lined  up,  the  ball  snapped 
back,  and  the  quarterback  went  around 
the  right  for  a  five-yard  gain. 

The  battle  raged.  Forward  and  back¬ 
ward  it  went  until  it  seemed  that  there 
would  be  no  more  scoring. 

Brandon’s  ball,  opponent’s  twenty- 
five-yard  line. 

The  teams  lined  up,  the  ball  snapped 
back,  two  ends  ran  out.  “Forward! 
Forward!”  shrieked  the  stands,  but  too 
late.  Just  as  the  Penlope  plavers  broke 
through,  the  ball  left  “Red’s”  hand, 
and  right  end,  Williams,  ball  under 
arm,  put  the  ball  back  of  the  goal 
posts.  Touchdown! 

“Yea.  Will,  yea,  Williams;  yea,  yea. 
Will  Williams!”  came  from  Brandon’s 
rooters. 

The  teams  lined  up,  the  ball  snapped 
back,  boot  met  leather,  and  the  ball 
sailed  over  the  bars.  Point ! 

That  was  the  last.  Brandon  won 
7-6. 

All  this  time  Pee  Wee  on  the  bench 
prayed  for  a  chance  to  get  in  the  line, 


but  the  game  ended  and  he  was  still 
sitting  there. 

Brandon  managed  to  go  through 
their  schedule  winning  every  game 
they  played.  One  game  left.  They 
were  to  play  Morton  High,  the  only 
team  on  their  schedule  to  perform  the 
same  feat. 

The  stands  were  filled  to  capacity. 
The  Brandon  rooters  were  singing  the 
school  song.  The  two  teams  were 
greeted  with  cheers  as  they  began  to 
practice. 

Pee  Wee,  almost  broken-hearted, 
was  still  on  the  bench.  He  had  played 
in  a  few  other  games  with  smaller 
teams,  but  in  no  way  had  gained  fame. 
The  student  body  as  a  whole  liked  his 
courage  and  admired  him,  so  he  was 
popular  with  them. 

The  teams  lined  up.  The  referee 
raised  his  whistle. 

“Ready,  Morton?” 

“Ready.” 

“Ready,  Brandon?” 

“Ready.” 

The  whistle  shrilled,  and  eleven  blue- 
shirted  players  swept  down  the  field. 
Boot  met  leather,  and  the  ball  sailed 
to  the  green  shirts.  The  man  was 
downed  with  very  little  gain.  Brandon 
was  playing  to  win  ! 

The  teams  lined  up,  the  ball  snapped 
back,  and  Morton  made  five  yards. 
Two  more  rushes,  and  thev  had  made 
first  down.  Morton  steadily  charged 
down  the  field  as  far  as  Brandon’s  five- 
yard  line,  but  at  the  last  down  failed 
to  score.  Brandon’s  ball.  Brandon 
kicked  out  of  danger. 

The  half  ended  with  no  scoring. 

Rene  begged  his  boys  to  make  a 
touchdown  the  next  half.  The  other 
coach  was  making  the  same  entreaty. 

Last  half,  Pee  Wee  still  on  the 
bench. 

The  players  lined  up.  The  referee 
raised  the  whistle. 

“Ready.  Morton?” 

“Ready.” 

“Readv.  Brandon?” 

“Ready.” 

The  whistle  shrilled,  and  eleven 
green-shirted  plavers  swept  down  the 
field.  Boot  met  leather,  and  the  ball¬ 
carrier  was  downed  after  making 

(i Continued  on  page  16) 
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Death  Flower 

Natalie  Applebee,  ’30 


WO  years  ago  in  the  Congo 
occurred  one  of  the  most  mys¬ 
terious  deaths  which  has  ever 
baffled  Scotland  Yard.  Young 
Lord  Wellington,  head  of  a 
hunting  expedition,  died  suddenly  and  very 
quietly  on  a  summer  evening.  Clues  ? 
There  were  none,  except  an  obliterated 
letter  and  a  wilted  flower. 

It  had  been  a  long,  hard  day.  The  sun, 
beating  mercilessly  on  the  heads  of  the 
men  as  they  wended  their  way  through 
the  dense  jungle  growth,  caused  many  to 
give  up  the  hunt  and  return  to  the  camp. 
But  not  Larry  Wellington!  He  pushed 
on  with  the  rest  as  the  sun,  mounting 
higher  and  higher,  in  the  deep  blue  sky 
above  them,  brought  forth  many  an  ex¬ 
clamation  from  the  hunters  and  not  a  few 
grunts  from  the  tireless  guides.  During 
the  hunt  there  were  long  minutes  of 
breathless  silence  before  the  prey  had 
been  shot  —  long,  nerve-racking  minutes 
when  tired  bodies  and  aching  heads  were 
forced  to  obedience  by  that  Will  of  Kip¬ 
ling,  which  says,  “Hold  011!”  But  with 
what  glory  and  pride  did  the  hunters  re¬ 
turn  to  the  camp  with  three  leopards  and 
a  small  elephant  to  show  for  their  pa¬ 
tience  and  endurance ! 

When  their  hunger  and  thirst  had  been 
satisfied,  the  men,  one  by  one,  retired  to 
the  tents,  and,  as  dusk  fell  rapidly,  the 
lights  were  soon  extinguished.  But  a 
light  was  seen  in  Wellington’s  tent  long 
after  the  thick  dusk  had  fallen  upon  the 
jungle.  Kaa,  a  devoted  servant,  was  at¬ 
tracted  by  the  light,  and,  thinking  that  his 
master  might  wish  some  trivial  service 
performed  for  him  before  retiring,  he 
entered  the  tent. 

His  master  was  seated  at  a  rude  camp 
table,  his  head  resting  on  his  outstretched 
arms.  Before  him  lay  an  unfinished  let¬ 
ter,  while  in  his  hand  he  tightly  clutched 
a  wilted  jungle  flower.  The  servant,  no¬ 
ticing  this  peculiar  position,  called  to  the' 


man.  \\  hen  the  Englishman  did  not 
answer,  the  servant  stepped  to  his  side, 
observing  at  the  same  time  that  the  bottle 
of  ink  had  tipped  over  and  was  spreading 
slowly  over  the  letter.  All  at  once  the 
truth  flashed  upon  the  watcher  —  his 
master  was  dead ! 

Quickly  rousing  the  camp,  the  servant 
returned  to  the  tent  with  a  retired  mem¬ 
ber  of  Scotland  Yard,  who  happened  to 
be  along  in  Wellington’s  party.  The  de¬ 
tective  quickly  rescued  the  letter  from  the 
ravages  of  the  ink,  only  to  find  that  the 
first  page  was  entirely  covered  with  ink 
and  the  second  page  contained  three  cryp¬ 
tic  words,  “rather  queer  odor.” 

Those  words  and  the  flower  might  be 
connected,  and  again  they  might  not.  the 
detective  reasoned  with  himself.  The 
country  abounded  in  queer  odors.  Well¬ 
ington  probably  meant  to  place  the  flower 
in  the  envelope  beside  him  and  send  it 
along  with  the  letter.  But  why  should 
the  man  die  without  an  outcry?  Truly, 
it  was  a  prank  of  fate  that  had  caused 
one  of  England’s  most  sought-after  and 
richest  young  men  to  drop  his  head  upon 
his  arms  and  fall  into  that  deep  sleep 
from  which  no  one  awakens ! 

The  newspapers  in  all  of  Europe  and 
half  of  America  wrote  up  the  mystery, 
and  there  were  even  those  who  dared 
offer  solutions  to  the  tale.  None  of  these 
solutions,  though,  were  plausible. 

Only  one  old  native,  the  father  of  Well¬ 
ington’s  servant,  on  hearing  the  circum¬ 
stances  of  the  death,  knew  how  the 
Englishman  met  his  death.  The  native 
maintains  that  the  flower  which  the  white 
man  held  crushed  in  his  hand  was  the  cause 
of  his  death.  The  flower,  he  says,  is  the 
“death  flower,  so  called  because  when 
its  petals  are  crushed,  a  poisonous  odor  is 
released,  which  causes  the  “death  sleep.” 
The  native's  story  never  reached  England, 
so  Wellington’s  death  still  remains  a  mys¬ 
tery  in  the  annals  of  Scotland  Yard. 
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POETS’  PAGE 


THANKSGIVING 

Janet  Lamson,  ’31 

What  is  so  rare  as  a  day  in  June? 

A  day  in  autumn  and  the  harvest  moon, 

When  the  leaves  are  red  the  country  through, 
And  apples  are  heaped  in  baskets,  too ; 

When  pumpkins  are  ripe  and  ready  for  pies, 
And  the  turkey,  dreading  Thanksgiving,  sighs. 


AUTUMN 

Anna  E.  Richardson,  ’30 

They  drew  a  veil  of  grey  across  the  heavens. 
And  blessed  the  trees  with  flame  and  lead  and 
gold ; 

Almost  anyone  could  tell  you  why  they  did  it, 
The  story  of  the  Autumn  is  so  old. 

They  kissed  the  blades  of  grass  and  turned 
them  russet. 

And  the  tingling  cold  turned  paling  cheeks  to 
red, 

And  when  the  frightened  sun  had  fled  the  skies, 
We  hastened  home  to  fires  and  to  bed. 

They  tinged  the  edges  of  the  house  with 
crystal, 

And  flung  some  feathers  down  about  our 
feet ; 

They  sent  the  wind  to  buffet  and  to  tease  us, 
Yet  somehow  when  it  came,  we  found  it 
sweet. 


AUTUMN  RAIN 

Theodore  Langzettel,  ’31 

The  smoke  hangs  low 
Over  the  city, 

Floating  drowsil}'  over  the  roof  tops 

Drenched  in  the  desolately  falling  rain. 

The  leaves  fall  listlessly 

Through  the  lazy  air  to  the  gutters, 

Leaving  the  trees 

Barren  and  silent 

In  the  incessantly  falling  rain. 


MY  GUM 

Gordon  McKeough,  '31 

My  gum  reposes  lone  and  still. 

Wrapped  up  in  paper  like  a  pill, 

Until  at  last  my  hours  are  free, 

And  then  my  gum  comes  back  to  me. 

I  buy  it  at  the  corner  store, 

A  certain  flavor  I  adore, 

I  chew  it  on  my  way  to  school, 

Then,  course  I  stop,  ’cause  it’s  ’gainst  the  rule. 


GUNNING 

Elmer  W.  Hatch,  ’31 

I  take  my  gun  and  head  for  the  woods, 

The  woods,  silent  and  dim, 

Where  the  partridge  lies  hidden  in  dry  leaves, 
And  the  woodcock,  deep  in  the  alders. 

Disturbed  by  my  approach, 

They  whirr, 

Like  a  plane 

Taking  off  from  the  flying  field. 

At  the  top  of  their  flight 
I  fire. 

A  bird  falls. 

Presently  my  dog  brings  to  me 
A  pitiful  bundle  of  feathers 
That  a  moment  ago  was  a  beautiful  bird 
Nesting  deep  in  the  alders. 


GESTURE 

Muriel  Higgins,  ’31 

'Tis  a  time  of  color, 

Skies  are  bright  and  fair ; 
Fields  are  brown  and  yellow, 
Autumn’s  in  the  air. 

It’s  a  dying  gesture, 

Brilliant  as  can  be, 

Just  the  season's  showing 
Ere  eternity. 

Soon  the  barren  aspect ; 

Streams  will  cease  to  flow, 
Then  the  dazzling  whiteness 
Of  the  wintry  snow. 


AUTUMN 

Eleanor  Stevens,  ’31 

The  leaves  were  turning  golden  brown 
Upon  a  big  Oak  tree, 

And  near  it  was  a  monstrous  Pine, 

So  they  were  friends,  you  see. 

And  when  the  leaves  began  to  fall, 

The  Pine  tree  whispered  low, 

“Please  stay  awhile,  for  when  you’re  gone, 
I’ll  be  alone,  you  know.” 

But  the  Oak  tree  said,  “My  leaves  must  fall 
For  they  have  work  to  do; 

The  bright  spring  flowers  must  be  kept 
The  long,  cold  winter  through.’’ 

And  so  my  tawny  autumn  leaves 
Must  fall  to  earth,  to  be 

A  blanket  thick  and  soft  and  warm — 

That  is  my  task,  you  see. 
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One  of  the  outstanding  members  of 
the  football  squad  is  Keith  Jordan, 
who  was  also  recently  elected  Vice- 
President  of  the  Senior  Class.  He  was 
a  victim  of  various  injuries  last  season, 
and  his  loss  was  keenly  felt.  Although 
hindered  by  injuries  he  has  been  play¬ 
ing  a  wonderful  game  at  fullback  and 
is  one  of  the  reasons  why  our  football 
team  has  done  so  well  this  year.  Keith 
also  stars  at  hockey,  track  and  base¬ 
ball,  being  captain  of  the  latter  last 
year. 


During  her  four  years  at  Portland 
High,  Constance  Sterling  has  achieved 
a  record  of  which  anyone  might  be 
proud.  In  her  junior  year,  “Connie” 
was  elected  Vice-President  of  her  class, 
being  the  first  girl  to  receive  this  honor 
in  many  years.  This  year  she  was 
elected  a  member  of  the  Executive 
Board.  An  active  member  of  the 
Classical  Forum  and  French  Club,  she 
has  also  found  time  to  serve  as  Chair¬ 
man  of  the  Handbook  Committee  and 
President  of  the  Girls’  Glee  Club. 


fflhoa  Hhn  in  ffi.  ». 
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PIGSKIN  PATTER 


Harry  Finkelman  Margaret  Brink 


GOODY!  GOODY!  GOODY!  FOR 
OUR  SIDE 

Edward  Seay,  ’32 

The  Blue  and  White  were  full  of  fight 
The  day  we  played  the  Red ; 

Our  crimson  foes  were  on  their  toes, 

All  fear  and  doubt  had  fled. 

A  mass  of  "'fans  was  in  the  stands 
As  both  teams  took  the  field. 

As  all  was  stilled,  The  whistle  trilled, 

And  two  lines  forward  reeled. 

’Twas  Jordan’s  toe  that  dealt  the  blow — 

The  pigskin  rode  the  sky, 

And  all  was  hushed  as  Bangor  rushed, 

Its  best  back  tearing  by. 

Around  an  end  with  a  twisting  bend, 

He  seemed  away  for  fair 

When  Captain  Lord,  like  vengeance’s  sword, 
Put  on  a  tackle  rare. 

King  Fumble  seemed  against  us  teamed, 

As  Portland  fought  her  way, 

But  linesmen  all,  a  great  stone  wall, 

Held  Bangor’s  backs  at  bay. 

Young  Elowitch,  small,  by  nature’s  call, 

A  giant  proved  that  day, 

He  set  the  pace,  let  Bangor  chase, 

And  gained  on  every  play. 

The  crimson  fought,  but  all  for  naught — 

You  can’t  lick  Portland  High, 

For  Jordan  threw  a  pass  so  true 
That  Manley  broke  the  tie. 

So  that’s  the  way  we  won  the  day 
On  Bangor’s  football  field ; 

Our  crimson  foe  has  come  to  know 
The  Blue  will  never  yield. 


P.  H.  S.,  13 ;  Bangor,  0 

The  Portland  High  School  football 
team  defeated  Bangor  in  a  hectic  bat¬ 
tle,  Saturday,  October  12,  at  the 
Bangor  Stadium.  The  final  score,  13-0, 
does  not  show  Portland’s  superiority 
to  the  Bangor  team.  This  predomi¬ 
nance  can  be  easily  seen  when  we  com¬ 
pare  the  yardage  gained.  Our  Blues 


gained  175  yards  through  the  line  and 
30  yards  by  passes,  while  the  Crimson 
team  could  secure  only  about  35  yards. 
Fumbles  and  penalties  prevented  a 
greater  score,  Portland  having  threat¬ 
ened  once  on  the  9-yard  line  and  agaig 
on  the  2-yard  marker,  only  to  be 
stopped.  With  but  four  minutes  to 
play  and  the  score  still  0-0,  Portland 
fought  desperately  for  an  opening. 
This  “break”  came  when  “Pop”  Man- 
ley  snared  a  Bangor  pass  on  the  12- 
yard  line,  and  after  plunges  by  “Pop,” 
“Yudy”  Elowitch,  and  Keith  Jordan, 
the  ball  was  finally  smashed  through 
for  our  first  score.  With  but  three 
minutes  to  play,  “Yudy”  received  the 
ball  and  ran  it  back  eight  yards  to 
Bangor’s  49-yard  line.  Line  bucks  by 
“Pop”  and  side  drives  by  “Crappy” 
advanced  the  ball  to  scoring  position, 
the  16-yard  line.  Then  “Peddie”  re¬ 
ceived  a  long  forward  pass  from  Jor¬ 
dan  and  brought  the  ball  to  the  1-yard 
line.  Lord  took  the  ball  over,  and  Jor¬ 
dan  made  the  kick,  making  the  score 
13-0,  and  ending  the  game. 


P.  H.  S.  Seconds,  33;  Deering,  0 

With  a  powerful  offense  the  Port¬ 
land  Second  team,  coached  by  Johnny 
Murphy,  overwhelmingly  defeated  the 
Deering  scrubs,  October  18,  at  Bayside 
Park.  The  Blue  backfield,  consisting 
of  Blaisdell,  Connors,  Gallagher,  and 
Gardner,  was  especially  hard  for  Deer¬ 
ing  to  stop  and  brought  the  score  to 
its  33-0  mark,  aided  by  the  fine  work 
of  the  scrub  line. 

The  Portland  Seconds  have  been  un- 
defeated  for  three  years,  and  they  have 
opened  this  season  so  impressively 
that  we  may  hope  for  another  unde¬ 
feated  year  for  Johnny  Murphy’s 
charges.  .  i. 
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CODE  ON  THE  ETHICS  OF 
“A  GOOD  SPORT’* 

Rebecca  Weinstein,  ’30 

“A”  is  for  Art  which,  a  good  sport  asserts, 
Keeps  his  lips  smiling  though  defeat  sometimes 
hurts. 

“G”  is  the  Gift  which  he  seeks  to  attain 
In  seeing  life’s  sunshine  e’en  thru  the  rain. 

“O”  for  Obedience;  good  laws  we’ll  obey, 

If  we  wish  to  see  justice  govern  the  day. 

“O”,  too,  is  for  Others,  with  whom  we  may 
deal, 

Remember  their  sentiments  and  how  they  may 
feel. 

“D”  stands  for  Duty  which  we  never  will  shirk 
For  a  real  loyal  sport  will  do  his  own  work. 

“S”  is  for  Square,  the  motto  rings  true, 

You  should  “do  unto  others  as  you’d  have  done 
unto  you.” 

“P”  is  for  Purity  of  mind  and  of  soul, 

To  keep  ourselves  fit,  we’ll  strive  for  that  goal. 

“O”  is  for  Optimism,  the  doctrine  that’s  best, 
That  makes  life  worth  living  and  gives  us  new 
zest. 

“R”  is  for  Ready  as  long  as  we  live, 

We  ll  suffer  if  need  be  our  service  to  give. 

“T”  is  for  Test,  which  such  codes  now  demand, 
Check  up,  Boys  and  Girls,  and  see  how  you 
stand ! 


P.  H.  S.,  14;  Westbrook,  0 

Portland  High  School  conquered  a 
fighting  Westbrook  eleven  by  a  14-0 
score  for  her  third  straight  victory  of 
the  season.  Tommy  Robertson  starred 
but  the  linemen  deserve  a  great  deal 
of  credit  for  their  remarkable  perform¬ 
ances. 

Portland  received  on  their  own  33- 
yard  line.  Alternating  plunges  by 
“Pop”  and  “Tommy”  netted  a  first 
down.  Robertson  made  another  by  a 
10-yard  run  around  the  end  and  suc¬ 
cessive  drives  by  “Yudy”  Elowitch  and 
“Pop”  brought  the  ball  on  Westbrook’s 
28-yard  stripe.  After  a  few  more  at¬ 
tempts  through  the  line,  “Peddie” 
threw  a  lateral  to  Tommy  who  scored 
the  touchdown.  “Pop”  rushed  the  ball 
over  for  the  extra  point,  making  the 
score  7-0  at  the  end  of  the  first  period. 

In  the  second  period  Portland  again 


threatened,  but  a  fumble  and  an  in- 
completed  pass  lost  the  ball.  The  re¬ 
mainder  of  the  half  was  uneventful,  the 
play  being  about  mid-field. 

Portland  kicked  off  in  the  third 
quarter,  but  Westbrook  was  forced  to 
punt.  Then  marching  irresistibly 
from  the  47-yard  line  to  the  5-yard 
stripe,  Tommy  again  took  the  ball 
over  for  the  second  touchdown.  Elo¬ 
witch  plunged  over  for  the  point  after 
touchdown,  making  the  score  14-0. 

In  the  last  period,  Westbrook  seri¬ 
ously  threatened  the  score.  Tracy  of 
WYstbrook  receiving  a  20-yard  pass 
raced  18  yards  before  he  was  downed 
by  “Yudy.”  The  diminutive  halfback 
was  the  only  one  who  barred  the  way 
to  the  goal  line  and  made  a  perfect 
tackle  to  bring  Tracy  down.  The  Port¬ 
land  line  then  received  an  acid  test  and 
came  out  laudably.  With  four  attempts 
W estbrook  hit  a  stone  wall  and  failed 
to  gain  the  few  precious  yards. 

Emil  Iverson,  Jimmy  Dodwell,  John 
Buckley,  and  “Bullet”  Allen  performed 
excellently  in  the  line  and  deserve  a 
great  deal  of  credit. 


P.  PI.  S.,  0 ;  Bangor,  0 

Portland  High  School  completed  her 
fourth  successive  victory  when  she  de¬ 
feated  Bangor  in  one  of  the  hardest 
fought  battles  of  the  season  at  Bayside 
Park,  Saturday,  October  26.  The 
touchdown  scored  in  the  second  period 
yielded  the  only  score  of  the  game,  and 
a  6-0  victory  over  the  “Best  Bangor 
team  in  years.” 

In  the  first  quarter,  “Peddie”  inter¬ 
cepted  a  pass  and  ran  it  back  ten  yards, 
to  the  45-yard  line.  With  55  yards  to 
go,  “Pop”  Manley  gained  two  yards 
on  a  line  buck  and  Tommy  Robertson 
added  13  more  in  one  of  his  off-tackle 
plunges.  These  two  backfield  men  al¬ 
ternated,  taking  the  ball  until  the  26- 
yard  stripe.  “Yudy”  then  took  the  ball 
and  made  about  five  yards.  “Peddie” 
added  seven  more  bringing  the  ball  to 
the  14-yard  marker.  Passes  from 
“Peddie”  to  Robertson  gained  11  yards 
and  then  “Pop”  plunged  over  for  the 
lone  touchdown  of  the  game. 

(  Continued  on  Page  18  ) 
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KORRIDOR  KAT 

Joseph  Meehan 


Shades  of  Caesar !  Did  you  see  that 
picture  presented  at  the  last  meeting  of 
the  Classical  Forum?  If  you  didn’t, 
you  missed  something.  Even  the  most 
sophisticated  senior  stifled  a  yawn  and 
looked  interested.  And  who  wouldn’t? 
With  all  those  scenes  at  the  palace,  on 
battlefields,  in  sieges,  and  the  intrica¬ 
cies  of  plots  woven  by  the  energetic 
Romans  to  trap  their  fellow  citizens 
and  others,  “Antony  and  Cleopatra” 
was  a  corker !  In  this  we  must  agree 
with  one  of  those  wandering  molecules 
of  the  class  of  1933  who  confided  to  us 
that  he  thought  it  was  “Jim-dandy.” 
A  good  many  of  the  more  sedate  mem¬ 
bers  of  the  club  will  probably  be  inter¬ 
ested  in  the#  few  facts  of  the  film  that 
we  have  been  able  to  assemble.  The 
cast  exceeded  7500  in  number,  and  was 
widely  varied  in  character.  The  two 
principals  were  Anthony  Novelli  as 
Mark  Antony,  and  Giovanna  Gonzales 
as  Cleopatra.  All  scenes  were  taken  as 
near  the  original  ground  as  possible, 
with  action  at  Rome  and  Alexandria 
being  portrayed  in  those  very  cities. 
The  faithful  reproduction  of  this  epi¬ 
sode  in  history  is  one  of  the  film  clas¬ 
sics  of  the  George  Kleine  Co.  of  Chi¬ 
cago. 


Then  there  is  the  Boys’  Glee  Club 
election  that  we  heard  of  a  little  while 
ago.  “Red”  Kerrigan,  varsity  tackle 
on  our  football  team,  was  elected  presi¬ 
dent;  James  Walch  is  the  vice-presi¬ 
dent;  the  secretary-treasurer,  Joseph 
Meehan ;  reporter,  Jimmy  Sabatino ; 
librarians,  Byron  Buzzell  and  William 
McAllen. 


Parlez-vous  francais?  NO?  Then 
we’ll  have  to  give  the  account  in  the 
best  English  we  can.  Of  course  most 
of  you  went  to  the  first  meeting  of  the 
French  Club,  so  we  won’t  have  to  tell 
you  about  all  of  it.  But  there  are  parts 


that  are  worth  mention,  so  we’ll  give 
a  brief  review  of  it.  The  meeting  was 
opened  by  the  new  president  of  the 
club,  Oursa  Dagavarian.  A  flag  salute 
(in  French)  followed  which  showed  to 
us  that  there  are  some  French  students 
who  can  speak  the  language  better 
than  we  imagined  possible.  Then 
there  was  a  dance  of  flowers  (were 
they  wild  flowers?)  given  by  a  group 
of  girls. 

The  last  number  on  this  program 
was  a  sketch  entitled,  “Ces  Cuisin- 
ieres.”  Freely  translated  this  means, 
“Oh,  these  cooks!”  There  were  a  lot  of 
them  on  the  stage,  all  right.  And  then, 
of  course,  there  was  Madame  Beloi- 
seau.  / 


The  senior  class  seemed  to  adopt  as 
their  slogan,  “Let’s  get  organized,” 
and  one  morning  they  took  paper 
and  pencil  in  hand  to  decide  on 
the  officers  for  the  year.  This  is  the 
result:  Dana  Jaquith,  president;  Keith 
Jordan,  vice-president;  Alice  Barker, 
secretary;  Rex  Murdoch,  treasurer; 
Constance  Sterling,  Elinor  Eustis, 
Edna  O’Brion  and  Arlene  Kelley, 
Tommy  Robertson,  Tim  Joyce,  Emil 
Iverson,  and  George  Best  as  members 
of  the  executive  board. 


Let’s  see.  Oh,  yes  !  Have  you  heard 
about  the  Girls’  Glee  Club?  They  are 
quite  busy  so  soon.  They  are  deter¬ 
mined  to  make  the  Boys’  Glee  Club  sit 
up  and  take  notice  of  them  this  year, 
and  they  have  lost  no  time  in  choosing 
their  officers  for  the  1929-30  season. 
As  president,  they  have  chosen  Con¬ 
stance  Sterling ;  as  vice-president. 
Margaretta  Beatty;  secretary  and 
treasurer,  Jane  Stanchfield ;  librarian, 
Irene  Bailey;  and  for  the  executive 
board,  Eleanor  Stevens,  Ruth  McDon¬ 
ald,  and  Bertha  Weston. 

( Continued  on  page  23  ) 
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Fannie  Chude 


Hazel  E.  Hutchins  is  now  librarian 
at  Denver,  Colorado,  in  charge  also  of 
the  buying  of  books  for  the  high  school 
libraries.  A  graduate  of  Portland 
High,  she  became  librarian  at  Missouri 
State  College  and  for  three  years  was 
an  assistant  librarian  at  the  American 
Library  in  Paris,  being  in  charge  of  the 
circulation  department  for  more  than 
a  year.  Upon  her  return  in  August, 
1928,  she  was  librarian  at  Bradford 
Academy.  Bates  gave  her  a  B.  A.  de¬ 
gree,  and  she  received  a  B.  S.  degree 
from  the  School  of  Library  Science  at 
Simmons  College.  The  faculty  will  re¬ 
member  that  she  also  served  in  our 
own  library  as  librarian. 

Stanley  J.  Donovan,  ’29,  is  attending 
Stanton  Military  Academy  where  he 
will  prepare  for  the  United  States  Mil¬ 
itary  Academy  at  West  Point. 

Mae  Epstein,  Rose  Cox,  and  Rose 
Brener,  all  of  ’28,  have  resumed  their 
studies  at  the  University  of  Maine. 

Robert  Jones,  ’29,  is  pursuing  his 
studies  at  Hebron  Academy. 

Muriel  Faulkner,  a  1929  graduate  of 
Gorham  Normal,  is  a  teacher  in  the 
Williams  Grammar  School  in  Augusta. 

Alice  Nickerson,  ’27,  has  resumed 
her  duties  at  the  Newton  General  Hos¬ 
pital  in  Newton,  Massachusetts. 

Dorothea  Varney,  ’29,  has  entered 
Sanford  General  Hospital  to  train  for 
a  nurse. 

One  hears  constantly  of  the  respon¬ 
sible  positions  which  Portland  High 
graduates  secure.  Carl  A.  LeGrow  has 
accepted  a  position  as  principal  of  the 
Hawley  High  School  in  Connecticut. 
He  is  an  alumnus  of  the  University  of 
Maine.  During  the  past  summer,  he 
had  been  attending  the  Summer  School 
at  Columbia  previous  to  assuming  his 
duties  at  the  high  school. 

Lavon  Zakarian,  ’24,  a  former  Port¬ 
land  High  School  football  star,  has  re¬ 
turned  to  the  University  of  Maine, 


where  he  is  an  important  cog  in  the 
football  team  there.  He  is  the  captain 
of  the  eleven. 

Ethel  Feldman,  ’28,  is  continuing  her 
studies  at  Radcliffe. 

Rose  N.  Snyder,  ’29,  is  enrolled  at 
the  University  of  Maine. 

Melcher  P.  Fobes,  valedictorian  of 
the  class  of  ’27,  and  Morrill  M.  Tozier, 
class  of  1928,  were  initiated  into  the 
Classical  Club  of  Bowdoin  College  at 
the  first  meeting  of  the  organization. 
They  were  both  prominent  in  scholas¬ 
tic  and  activitv  circles  here. 

j 

Marjorie  Rowe,  ’27,  is  again  in  train¬ 
ing  at  the  Newton  General  Hospital. 

Lewis  H.  Weinstein,  ’21,  is  in  his 
last  year  in  Harvard  Law  School.  The 
William  Cheney  Brown,  Jr.,  scholar¬ 
ship  was  awarded  to  him  a  few  years 
ago.  While  a  student  at  Harvard  Col¬ 
lege,  from  which  he  graduated  in  1927, 
Lewis  was  a  member  of  the  Debating 
Society,  being,  in  his  Junior  year, 
manager  of  the  debating  team  and 
treasurer  of  the  debating  council.  He 
was  one  of  eight  members  of  his  class 
to  be  elected  to  Phi  Beta  Kappa.  Dur¬ 
ing  each  year  of  his  college  life  he  has 
won  some  prize  or  scholarship,  estab¬ 
lishing  a  brilliant  reputation  in  scho¬ 
lastic,  literary,  and  musical  fields. 

Eleanor  Davis,  ’29,  has  been  chosen 
as  monitor  of  her  dormitory  at  High¬ 
land  Manor  School. 

Mary  McCarthy,  ’27,  has  been 
elected  the  president  of  a  club  of  soph¬ 
omores  at  the  college  of  Practical  Arts 
and  Letters  of  Boston  University. 
She  has  been  prominent  in  class  activi¬ 
ties  and  last  year  was  awarded  her  let¬ 
ter  for  interclass  hockey.  While  in 
Portland  High,  she  was  a  varsity 
basketball  player  and  a  debater. 

Wenzell  Brown,  ’28,  has  transferred 
from  the  University  of  Maine  to 
Bowdoin. 

( Continued  on  page  25  ) 
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BREEZING  AROUND  P.  H.  S. 


Hello,  everybody!  Again  I  must  set¬ 
tle  down  and  think.  It’s  hard  to  be 
funny  and  cheerful  with  rank  cards 
coming  so  soon  into  view. 

Two  pupils  sat  whispering, 

I  will  not  say  who, 

Talking  about  their  “studies,” 

As  all  good  pupils  do. 

When  a  footstep  fell  upon  the  stair. 

They  turned  about  with  an,  “Oh !” 

And  both  exclaimed  with  a  frightened  air, 
“Look,  here  comes  Mr.  Lowe.” 

Descending  so  quickly  from  back 
seats  to  the  front  makes  us  think  of  the 
days  when  we  studied  the  force  of 
gravitation  in  physics. 

Is  it  possible  that  only  freshmen  can 
find  their  way  to  the  bank,  or  is  it  that 
the  upper  classmen  have  subscribed 
100%  for  the  Racquet  and  put  their 
savings  into  that? 

It  is  often  a  puzzle  to  strangers  visit¬ 
ing  our  assemblies  why  we  all  love  to 
sing  so  well. 

A  freshman  asked  a  senior  the  other 
day  a  most  impossible  question :  “Do 
you  know  what  comes  after,  ‘She  is 


guiding  steps  of  youth,’  in  the  second 
stanza  of  ‘Shine  On,  Portland  High’?” 

They  say  that  “desk”  is  a  synonym 
for  waste  basket  in  the  study  halls. 

One  of  the  thrills  of  a  life  time: 
When  you  find  your  fountain  pen 
which  you  left  on  your  desk  two  pe¬ 
riods  before. 

A  good  distinction  between  the 
classes  is  as  follows : 

Students  with  four  books  are  Freshmen ; 

Students  with  three,  Sophomores ; 

Students  with  two,  Juniors; 

Students  with  none  are  pupils. 

Time  progresses  at  its  own  pace,  and 
whether  it  comes  fast  or  slow,  we 
shall  soon  be  saying : 

Oh,  this  mark,  this  terrible  mark ! 

Shall  I  ever  be  able  to  keep  it  dark? 

One  of  the  most  provoking  things  on 
earth  is  to  look  for  your  rubbers  (if 
you  wear  such  things)  after  school  and 
find  that  somebody  has  worn  them 
home,  by  mistake,  and  left  you  a  pair 
full  of  holes. 


“Blue  Eagle11  Of  Mississippi 

(  Continued  fro7n  page  j  ) 


At  the  end  of  the  third  period,  Mex¬ 
ico  was  only  twenty-five  yards  from 
Mississippi’s  goal.  During  the  first 
half  of  the  last  period,  Mexico  gained 
seven  yards  by  an  end  run.  Four  more 
were  made  by  a  crisscross  play.  The 
last  eleven  was  gained  by  a  terrific 
drive  through  center.  Mexico,  how¬ 
ever,  failed  to  score  the  goal,  as  the 
kick  went  low. 

With  only  five  minutes  left,  the 
teams  lined  up  for  the  kick-off.  The 
kick  went  off  side,  and  the  ball  was 
brought  back  for  another  kick.  As  the 
immense  crowds  held  their  breath  in 
deathlv  silence  to  hear  the  referee’s 
whistle,  an  Indian  girl  jumped  up  from 


the  bleachers  and  whistled  a  long, 
clear  trill.  For  a  second  the  Indian 
stood  still  and  faced  the  stands.  The 
ball  was  now  sailing  through  space, 
and  “Blue  Eagle,”  with  a  new  spirit, 
leaped  into  the  air,  caught  the  ball,  and 
with  marvelous  speed  ran  through  a 
broken  field  for  sixty  yards.  In  spite 
of  the  short  length  of  time,  Mississippi 
was  inspired  with  new  hope  for  a 
touchdown. 

In  a  sudden  quiet,  the  signals  were 
yelled.  “Blue  Eagle”  received  the  ball 
and  tore  off  tackle,  stiff-arming  the 
backfield  men,  to  cross  the  goal.  The 
score  now  stood  6  to  6.  As  a  unit,  the 
(  Continued  on  Page  26  ) 
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Pigskin  Patter 

( Continued  from  Page  12) 


Still  showing  her  superiority,  Port¬ 
land  appeared  to  be  on  the  way  to  an¬ 
other  touchdown,  having  Bangor  on 
her  own  25-yard  line,  but  an  inter¬ 
cepted  pass  stopped  this  attempt. 
Bangor,  then,  aided  by  a  fumble,  began 
a  drive  which  was  ended  by  the  end  of 
the  second  period.  In  the  final  period 
the  Crimson  team  again  started  a  ter¬ 
rific  drive  and  once  more  threatened 
our  goal  but  was  stopped  by  the  fine 
work  of  Portland’s  line,  especially  that 
of  John  Kelley  and  Emil  Iverson.  Cap¬ 
tain  “Peddie”  Lord,  “Pop”  Manley, 
and  Tommy  Robertson  starred  in  the 
backfield. 

The  Portland  High  Seconds  kept 
their  record  of  being  undefeated  for 
three  years  unsmirched  by  crushing 
the  Thornton  scrubs  by  a  14-0  score. 
Tom  Connors  was  Portland’s  outstand¬ 
ing  star,  though  “Bud”  Gallagher, 
John  Kelley,  and  Tom  Doherty  played 
a  fine  brand  of  football. 

The  Portland  reserves  added  another 
victory  when  they  overwhelmingly  de¬ 
feated  Gorham  High  School  by  a  52-0 
score. 


P.  H.  S.,  19;  Lewiston,  0 

Our  powerful  Portland  High  foot¬ 
ball  team  ran  wild  over  Lewiston,  an¬ 
nexing  its  fifth  consecutive  victory. 
The  final  score,  19  to  0,  does  not  show 
Portland’s  superiority,  penalties  pre¬ 
venting  a  greater  score. 

In  the  second  quarter,  Lewiston, 
forced  to  kick,  punted  to  “Peddie” 
Lord,  who,  evading  two  tacklers,  raced 
to  the  25-yard  line.  Plunges  by  Gal¬ 
lagher  and  “Pop”  Manley  netted  a 
first  down,  bringing  the  ball  to  the  15- 
yard  line.  “Yudy”  Elowitch  and  “Pop” 
made  another  first  down,  and  with  the 
goal  but  5-yards  away,  “Pop”  plunged 
over  for  the  first  touchdown. 

Lewiston  lost  her  chance  to  score 
when  she  failed  to  make  first  down 
with  the  goal  in  sight.  “Yudy”  then 
took  the  ball  on  the  18-yard  line  and 
raced  34  yards.  Portland  advanced  the 


ball  to  the  32-yard  line,  but  the  end  of 
the  half  prevented  a  score. 

Portland  started  the  second  half  by 
receiving  a  25-yard  penalty,  but 
Tommy  Robertson  punted  out  of 
danger  to  the  30-yard  line,  where  John 
Kelley  downed  the  opponent  in  his 
tracks.  Lewiston  then  tried  a  pass 
which  “Pop”  snatched  in  midfield,  and 
from  here  Portland  marched  to  a  touch¬ 
down.  Gallagher,  alternating  with 
“Pop”  Manley,  brought  the  ball  down 
the  field,  and  “Pop”  plunged  it  over. 
Portland  threatened  to  make  another 
touchdown,  but  was  stopped  on  the 
one-foot  line.  Lewiston  punted,  but 
Gallagher  and  Robertson  advanced  the 
ball  from  the  32-  to  the  13-yard  line. 
Then  “Pop,”  with  one  of  his  bull-like 
charges,  brought  the  ball  to  the  2-yard 
line,  and  Gardner  took  it  over  for  the 
final  touchdown.  Keith  Jordan  was 
rushed  in  and  made  the  kick  for  the 
extra  point. 

“Peddie”  intercepted  a  pass  on  his 
one-yard  line  and  twirled  his  way  to 
the  38-yard  line  before  he  was  downed. 
Portland  advanced  to  Lewiston’s  26- 
yard  line  only  to  lose  the  ball.  Here 
Lewiston  opened  up,  but  time  ended 
the  game. 

Portland’s  whole  team  played  as  a 
unit  with  machine-like  movements,  and 
the  forwards  gave  some  fine  inter¬ 
ference.  Elowitch,  Manley,  Robert¬ 
son,  and  Gallagher  made  some  fine 
runs  and  formed  a  powerful  backfield. 


P.  H.  S.,  19;  Thornton,  0 

Portland  High  School’s  undefeated 
eleven  added  its  sixth  conquest  by 
crushing  a  strong  Thornton  team  in  a 
19-0  victory.  Checked  in  the  first  half, 
Portland  came  back  to  smash  her  way 
to  three  touchdowns  in  the  last  half  of 
the  game. 

The  first  half  was  uneventful,  both 
teams  fighting  furiously  to  break  the 
deadlock,  but  both  lacking  a  sustained 
attack.  Thornton  threatened  only  once 
when  a  triple  pass  was  completed  to 
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gain  35  yards.  Portland’s  line  repelled 
three  attempts  and  took  the  ball  on  the 
30-yard  line.  In  the  closing  minutes  of 
the  half,  Thornton  tried  a  passing  at¬ 
tack,  but  “Yudy”  Elowitch  frustrated 
both  attempts  by  intercepting  two 
passes,  running  one  back  30  yards. 

In  the  second  half,  a  transformed 
Portland  team  went  on  the  field.  Af¬ 
ter  fighting  up  and  down  the  field, 
Emil  Iverson  covered  a  fumble  on  the 
20-yard  line.  “Pop”  then  charged 
through  the  Thornton  line  for  nine 
yards  and  repeated,  bringing  the  ball 
to  the  seven-yard  marker.  After  a 
drive  by  Gallagher,  “Pop”  took  the  ball 
over  for  Portland’s  first  score.  Thorn¬ 
ton  received  and  lost  14  yards  on  two 
plays.  Portland  received  the  punt  and 
gained  nine  yards  in  plunges  by  “Pop” 
Manley  and  Tommy  Robertson.  Thorn¬ 
ton  blocked  the  punt  but  lost  the  ball 
when  Tommy  intercepted  a  pass  and 
ran  it  back  to  the  40-yard  line.  Tommy 
gained  five  more  on  a  lateral  pass,  and 
John  Buckley  added  23  yards  on  a  long 
forward  pass  from  “Peddie”  Lord. 
From  the  32-yard  line  “Pop,”  “Yudy,” 
and  Tommy  crashed  through  the 
Thornton  line  till  “Pop”  plunged  over 
for  the  second  touchdown.  Emil  Iver¬ 
son  again  starred  by  recovering  a 
Thornton  fumble  on  the  10-yard  line. 
With  Thornton’s  backfield  drawn  in  to 
stop  “Pop’s”  line  drives,  “Peddie” 
threw  a  neat  pass  to  John  Kelley  who 
stepped  over  the  line  for  the  third 
touchdown.  Phil  Peters  kicked  the 
goal  and  made  the  final  score  19  to  0. 

Portland  had  a  cluster  of  stars. 
Emil  Iverson  shone  in  the  line,  and  his 
recovery  of  two  fumbles  led  directly 
to  two  touchdowns.  “Pop”  Manley 
stood  out  in  the  backfield,  gaining 
yardage  when  most  needed.  “Yudy” 
Elowitch  also  starred  with  his  fine  run¬ 
ning  and  defensive  work.  * 


GIRLS’  HOCKEY 

Senior- Junior  Game 

On  Tuesday,  November  5,  the  senior 
field  hockey  girls  defeated  the  junior 


girls  by  a  score  of  5  to  1.  It  was  a 
snappy  game,  both  teams  displaying 
good  teamwork  and  lots  of  pep.  At 
the  end  of  the  first  half,  the  score  was 
3  to  0.  In  the  second  half  the  juniors 
scored  one  goal,  while  the  seniors 
made  two.  The  senior  captain,  Edna 
O’Brion,  made  all  the  goals  for  the  se¬ 
niors.  She  was  backed  up  by  the  half¬ 
back  and  fullbacks,  Alice  Barker,  Mad¬ 
eline  Hersey,  and  Hazel  Hannon.  In 
fact,  the  whole  team  played  remark¬ 
ably  well. 

The  junior  captain,  Angela  Ward, 
played  a  snappy  game,  Agatha 
O’Brion,  Grace  Van  Amburg,  and 
Mary  Cressv  were  some  of  the  junior 
players  who  stood  out.  Ethel  Arno- 
witch  made  the  goal. 


Senior-Sophomore  Game 

On  November  12,  the  two  winning 
teams  played  for  the  championship. 
The  seniors  defeated  the  sophomores, 
4  to  0.  This  means  that  all  those  who 
played  on  the  senior  team  will  receive 
numerals.  It  was  an  exciting  game. 
Edna  O’Brion  again  starred  for  the 
seniors.  The  senior  fullbacks,  Louise 
Pompeo  and  Alice  Papazian,  did  good 
work  in  protecting  the  goal  so  that  the 
sophomores  were  unable  to  score. 
Betty  Flaherty,  Hilda  O’Brion,  and 
Dorothea  Roach  again  played  a  ster¬ 
ling  game  for  the  sophomores. 


Sophomore-Freshman  Game 

Another  field  hockey  game  was 
played  on  Thursday,  November  7, 
when  the  sophomores  ran  up  a  score 
of  6  to  0  against  the  freshmen.  It 
was  an  exciting  game.  The  sophomore 
highlights  were  the  captain,  Betty  Fla¬ 
herty,  Hilda  O’Brion,  Dorothea  Roach, 
and  Florence  Dunbar.  The  freshman 
team  played  a  remarkable  game. 
Dorothy  Gomez,  Mary  Hernandez, 
Gertrude  Lynch,  and  Alice  Fisher  were 
the  freshman  stars. 
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Raymond  Gailey 


I  am  from  Missouri,  you  have  to  show 
me. 

I  am  from  Elgin,  watch  me. — Ex. 

She  (icily)  :  “No,  I  will  not  marry 
you.  When  I  marry  it  will  be  someone 
with  brains.” 

He:  “Yes,  they  say  direct  opposites 
make  the  best  marriages.” — Ex. 


And  Then  ! 

He:  “I  am  a  special  investigator.” 
She :  “What  are  you  investigating  ?” 
He :  “The  theory  that  kissing  is  dan¬ 
gerous.” — Punch. 


He:  “Dearest,  will  you  marry  me?” 
She :  “I  can’t  marry  you,  but  I  will 
always  respect  your  good  taste.” — Life. 


Naughty!  Naughty! 

Fond  Parent:  “I  wish  you  would  give 
up  smoking,  Bobbie.” 

Bobbie:  “But  it  doesn't  hurt  me  any.” 
“But  you  are  too  young  to  play  with 
matches.” — Judge. 


Gladys :  “My !  but  your  roommate 

dresses  well.” 

Ole :  “Yes,  she  always  gets  up  before 
I  do.” — College  Humor. 


Rah:  “Mv,  but  that  fellow  walks 
funny;  he  twists  his  hips  as  if  they  were 
on  hinges.” 

Raw:  “Yes,  he  has  a  swinging  gait.” 
— Ann.  Log. 


“I  would  face  death  for  you.” 

“Why  didn't  you  face  that  bulldog 
then  ?” 

“He  wasn’t  dead.” — Judge. 


“Ruth,  whv  weren’t  you  in  class  yester¬ 
day?” 

“I  have  an  excuse,  sir.” 

“Yes,  I  know,  I’ve  seen  him.” — College 
Humor. 


First  Equestrian  Co-ed :  “Does  horse¬ 
back  riding  require  anv  particular  applica¬ 
tion  ?” 

Second  Twitter:  “No;  arnica  or 
Sloan’s  Liniment — one’s  as  good  as  the 
other.” — Judge. 


Charles :  “Which  do  you  think  is  the 
best  acrobat,  Houdini,  or  Donald  Ogden 
Stuart’s  hero  who  mounted  his  horse  and 
galloped  off  in  all  directions?” 

Reade :  “Neither.  What  about  Rob¬ 
inson  Crusoe  ?  It  says  here,  ‘after  he  had 
finished  his  meal  he  lit  up  his  pipe  and  sat 
down  on  his  chest’.” — Ex. 


“Watcha  do  last  period?” 

“Took  part  in  a  guessing  contest.” 
“But  I  thought  you  had  an  exam  in 
math  ?” 

“I  did.” — Ex. 


Dead:  “Why  did  you  quit  Helen?” 
Broke  :  “She  eats  like  a  chicken  !” 
Dead :  “Huh  ?” 

Broke:  “A  peck -at  a  time.” — Cornell 
W  id  ozv. 
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Be  Sure  of  a  Merry  Christmas  next 
year  by  joining  one  or  more  of 
the  following  classes 

Even  Amount  Plan 

At  the  end  of  so  weeks 

$  .50  Club  Amounts  to  $  25.00 
1.00  Club  Amounts  to  50.00 
2.00  Club  Amounts  to  100.00 
5.00  Club  Amounts  to  250.00 

You  make  49  weekly  payments 
We  make  the  50th  payment  for  you 

Casco  Mercantile  Trust  Co. 

PORTLAND,  MAINE 

EXECUTIVE  OFFICES 
189-191-193-195  Middle  Street 


BRANCH  OFFICES 

CONGRESS  SQUARE 
RAILWAY  SQUARE 


BRANCH  BANKS 

BRIDGTON 
SOUTH  BERWICK 
WEST  BUXTON 
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Patronize  our  advertisers  and  mention  the  RACQUET 


Framing  Copying 

The  Roberts  Studio,  Inc. 

Specializing  in  School  Photographs 

Attractive  Styles  and  Prices 

Phone  Forest  2690  115  High  Street  Portland,  Maine 


PORTLAND  DAIRY,  Inc. 

DEALERS  IN 

SUPERIOR 

Ice  Cream,  Milk,  Cream,  Butter 

309  St.  John  Street 
Tel.  Forest  1870-W  Portland,  Me. 


Wellington :  “Can  I  borrow  a  cigar¬ 
ette  ?” 

Cromwell :  “Well,  you  ought  to  be 

able  to — you’ve  had  enough  practice.” — 
Juggler. 


“Is  your  son  a  musician?” 

“Why,  at  the  age  of  three  he  played  on 
the  linoleum.” — Ex. 


“An  old-timer  is  one  who  can  remem¬ 
ber  when  the  wailing  wall  was  in  the 
woodshed .  ’  ’ — Life. 


Philip  Q.  Loring  William  A.  Smardon 

Prentiss  Loring,  5on  &  Co. 

GENERAL  INSURANCE 

Phone  Forest  4560  406-407  Fidelity  Building 

Fire,  Accident,  Health,  Liability,  Automobile, 
Burglary,  Rents,  Plate  Glass,  Surety  Bonds. 


TOUCHDOWN  TO  GO 

( Continued  from  Page  16) 

Through  his  blinking  eyes  he  saw 
the  goal  posts  and  felt  rather  than 
heard  the  pounding  feet  behind  him. 
He  felt  the  back  hurtle  himself  at  his 
feet.  He  felt  his  feet  drawn  together 
with  iron  bands.  As  he  crashed  to 
earth,  he  heard  the  whistle  and  realized 
that  the  game  was  over;  then  came 
blackness.  When  Pee  Wee  was  picked 
up,  the  ball  was  just  over  the  line. 
Touchdown  for  Brandon!! 


THE  EASTLAND 

and 

CONGRESS  SQUARE  Hotels 

Portland,  Maine 

Henry  P.  Rines,  President 

Remember  if  it’s 

Electrical  or  Radio 

we  have  it,  and  also  remember  that 
we  specialize  in  repair  work. 

L.  W.  CLEVELAND  CO. 

441  Congress  St.,  Portland,  Me. 

Call  Forest  744 

P.  H.  S.  has  the  best 

That  is  why  we  have 

Schonland  Brothers 

Frankforts 

in  our  cafeteria 

SUPERBA 

BRAND 

FOOD  PRODUCTS 

Always  Satisfy 
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The 

Sporting 

Goods 

Store 

Basket  Ball 

Volley  Ball 

Boxing  Gloves 

Striking  Bags 

Sweaters 

Jerseys 

Sweat  Shirts 

Sport  Blouses 

THE  JAMILS  BAILEY  COMPANY,  264 

Middle  Street 

KORRIDOR  KAT 

(  Continued  frojn  page  ij  ) 

Now  it  seems  that  sometime  in  the 
dim  and  distant  past  we  had  a  full  two- 
period  assembly.  When  was  it?  Why, 
I  really  can't  remember.  But  I  do  re¬ 
member  that  it  was  a  good  one.  Our 
chairman  was  Ernest  Decker,  and  we 
had  as  speakers,  Mr.  Nicholson  of  the 
National  Red  Cross  and  George  Best, 
who  delivered  the  plea  for  members. 
Other  parts  of  the  same  assembly, 
which  was  devoted  to  both  the  Red 
Cross  and  Armistice  Day,  were  a  song 
(or  rather  two  songs)  given  by  Carl 
Stevens,  musical  member  of  the  fac¬ 
ulty;  a  xylophone  solo  or  two  by  Sam¬ 
uel  Fineberg,  accompanied  by  his  sis¬ 
ter,  Rose  Fineberg,  on  the  banjo;  a 
recitation  by  Ruth  Deixel,  entitled, 


“The  Stars  and  Stripes  in  Flanders.” 
We  omitted  to  mention  the  flag  salute 
and  a  drill  by  a  squad  of  our  brave  de¬ 
fenders,  the  Cadet  Corps.  A  very  im¬ 
pressive  part  of  the  program  was  the 
roll  call  of  the  honored  dead  of  Port¬ 
land  High  School,  followed  by  the 
sounding  of  taps.  Charles  Kahili 
called  the  roll. 


What  does  the  Poetry  Round  Table 
mean  to  the  majority  of  P.  H.  S.  stu¬ 
dents?  So  far  as  we  can  tell — nothing. 
To  enlighten  them  then:  The  Poetry 
Round  Table  is  a  progressive  organi¬ 
zation  for  the  advancement  of  interest 
in  and  the  appreciation  of,  poetry.  The 
various  forms  of  poetry  are  studied, 
examples  by  famous  poets  are  read, 
and  the  influence  of  poetry  on  present 


J.  Daniel  MacDonald 

TEACHER  OF  PIANO 

Member  of  Portland  Music  Teacher’s  Ass’n 

Strand  Theatre  Bldg.,  9a  Forest  Ave. 

Preble  2857 


Globe  Laundry 

26  to  38  Temple  Street 
QUALITY  SERVICE 


Day  and  Night 
Sessions 


Mame'B 


^s0 


% 


Late  Afternoon 
Hour  Classes 


^COURSES 


s  Institute 


CHAPMAN  BUILDING 


COURSES  OFFERED 
General  Business,  Secretarial,  Pro¬ 
fessional  Accountancy,  Commercial 
Teacher  Training  and  Civil  Service. 

CATALOG  ON  REQUEST 


PORTLAND,  MAINE 

SHORTER  COURSES 
The  Special  Shorthand,  Post  Graduate 
and  Finishing,  Typewriting,  Short 
Stenographic,  Short  Bookkeeping. 

OPEN  ALL  THE  YEAR 
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C.  M.  RICE  PAPER  CO. 

PAPER  AND  PAPER  GOODS 

6-16  Exchange  Street  Telephone  Forest  4410  Portland,  Maine 


Seniors  have  your  pictures  taken  now 

Every  Portrait  Satisfactory 

PHILIP  K.  FRYE,  Photographer 

78  Portland  Street  I  el.  F.  9700  Portland,  Maine 


day  life  is  examined.  From  time  to 
time  this  year,  entertainments  by  the 
members  will  be  given.  The  last  meet¬ 
ing  of  the  year  is  generally  a  picnic. 

Mrs.  Brigg's  is  the  faculty  adviser. 
Students  having  had  poems  published 
in  either  the  Racquet  or  Totem  are 
eligible  for  membership,  and  students 
interested  in  poetry,  and  how  to  write 
it,  are  eligible  for  Associate-Member¬ 
ship.  Join  now! 

Miss  Hazel  Deane  Shields,  who  has 
been  in  Portland  High  School  over  a 


“Bread  is  Your  Best 
Food”  But 

M  I  L  K 

is  Better 


MILK 

AND 

CREAM 

OLD  TAVERN 
FARM,  INC 

Office,  2-20  Danforth  St. 

Tel.  Forest  3592 


period  of  seven  years,  and  directing  the 
work  in  Geography  for  some  five  years, 
has  left  to  do  private  research  work  in 
Washington,  D.  C.,  for  Dr.  H.  L. 
Shantz,  President  of  the  University  of 
Arizona.  The  field  of  her  work  there 
will  be  Africa,  to  which  Dr.  Shantz 
has  made  two  expeditions. 


“We  haven’t  seen  one  yet  but  we  under¬ 
stand  the  new  Martin  baby  automobile 
will  seat  two  persons,  or  six  collegians." — 
Life. 


VITAMINES 

A-B-C-D 

MEAN  HEALTH 

Drink  MILK,  Eat 
Fruits  and  Vegetables 

SCHOOL  CAFETERIA 
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The  Shaw  Business  College 

PORTLAND,  MAINE 

COURSES 

Bookkeeping  Shorthand 
Secretarial 

FREE  CATALOG 


ALUMNI 

(  Continued  from  fiage  14.  ) 

Morris  Greenberg,  ’28,  is  now  a  soph¬ 
omore  at  Boston  University.  He  was 
prominent  in  all  the  high  school  activi¬ 
ties. 

Jeannette  Purinton,  ’26,  is  teaching 
at  Livermore  Falls.  She  was  graduated 
from  Miss  Wheelock’s  School  of  Kin¬ 
dergarten  last  June. 

Harold  M.  Beckelman,  ’29.  Brown 
Medal  student,  has  been  named  first 


Owen,  Moore  &  Co. 

Fashion  right 
clothes 
for 

Fashion  right 
school  miss 

505-507  Congress  Street 


Even  on  a 
Dummy 

What  a  suit  from  Prep 
Hall  has  that  an  ordinary 

suit  hasn’t  is . well 

. it’s  what  Buddy 

Rogers  has  that  a  dummy 
hasn’t. 

A  Twenty-five  dollar  brown 
with  two  trousers  that  has 
just  arrived  will  perfectly 
illustrate  our  point. 


New  2  Trouser 
Suits  in  Prep  Hall 
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Carter  Bros.  Co. 

Jewelers 

Sjprhrrt  §s>.  HCemtpiig 

Btixbw 

12  MONUMENT  SQUARE 

CLASS  PHOTOS  Telephone  Forest  6113 

alternate  to  the  Naval  Academy  at 
Annapolis. 

Dorothy  Pennell,  ’28,  is  entered  at 
the  Occupational  Therapy  School  in 
Boston.  She  prepared  for  secretarial 
work  at  Gray’s  Business  College. 

Robert  Swain,  ’28,  has  resumed  his 
studies  at  the  University  of  Maine. 

Philip  Jackson,  ’28,  and  Leon 
Walker,  Jr.,  ’28,  are  continuing  their 
studies  at  Bowdoin. 


“BLUE  EAGLE’’  OF  MISSISSIPPI 

(  Contmued  from  page  ij ) 

crowd  rose  to  their  feet.  And  “Blue 
Eagle”  kicked  the  field  goal  as  the  gun 
ended  the  game. 

Like  a  pack  of  wild  Indians  craving 
for  gore,  the  Mississippi  students 
snaked-danced  the  field  chanting  a  7 
to  6  victory. 

Winding  his  way  through  the  snake 
dance,  “Blue  Eagle”  rushed  to  the 
bleachers.  Together  the  two  happy 


The  Place  for 
Spare  Time  Hours 

Portland  Y.  M.  C.  A. 

70  Forest  Avenue 
Make  the  Most  of  Your  Life 

Ask  for  Detailed  Information 
of  Special  Features  for 

P.  H.  S.  Students 


Fidelity  Trust 
Company 

Monument  Square,  Portland 
OFFICES 

S7  Exchange  Street,  Portland 
Westbrook — South  Portland 
Harrison — Cumberland  Mills 
South  Windham — Fryeburg 
Yarmouth 
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W.  S.  JORDAN  COMPANY 

102  Commercial  St. 

NAUTICAL  GOODS 

Charts,  Compasses,  Barometers,  Hygro¬ 
meters,  Ships  Clocks,  Binoculars  and 
Field  Glasses. 

FIRE  SALE 

Christmas  Specials 

245  Middle  Street 

Indian  lovers  left  the  field,  entirely  ob¬ 
livious  to  the  fact  that  hundreds  of 
voices  were  shouting  the  praises  of 
their  new  “Blue  Eagle.” 


"This  is  the  forest  primeval,”  remarked 
the  student  as  he  stroked  his  lip. 

Prof . :  “What  do  you  know  about 
Fielding  ?” 

Stude :  “Not  much,  you  see  I  didn’t 
make  the  team.” — Ex. 


If  it’s  education  you  want,  post  yourself  on 

“Float-Ironed  Service” 

GREELY  LAUNDRY 

PORTLAND 


When  do  we  eat? 
Anytime  at  the 

MINERVA  LUNCH 


DIAMONDS  WATCHES  JEWELRY 

H.  W.  RODICK 

Phone  Forest  637 

46  Temple  St.  Portland,  Maine 


Oakhurst  Dairy 

Pure  Milk  Products 

364  Forest  Avenue 


J.  E.  Palmer  Co. 

PORTLAND,  MAINE 

Party  Dresses  —  Daytime  Frocks 
Cloth  Coats  —  Fur  Coats 
Millinery — Sportswear 
and  Costume  Accessories 

for  fashion-wise  young  people 
Specialists 

in 

University  Styles 

for 

Young  Men 
Haskell  &  Jones  Co. 

Books 

Dictionaries 
Foreign  Dictionaries 
Note  Books 
Fountain  Pens 
School  Supplies 


Loring,  Short  &  Harmon 

Monument  Square 
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“PEANUT”  BROADCASTS  A 

BUSY  DAY  IN  ASSEMBLY 

“Well,  well,  well,  and  again,  well! 
Here  we  are  in  that  lil’  ol’  assembly 
hall  again!  This  is  “Peanut,”  famil¬ 
iarly  known  as  “P-ne,”  speaking  from 
the  floor  of  the  assembly  hall  at  Port¬ 
land  High  School. 

It  seems  that  it’s  going  to  be  a  great 
day,  with  the  lights  twinkling  over¬ 
head  and  all — ah — h — h,  here  come  the 
freshmen !  They’re  getting  a  great 
hand,  yes,  folks,  a  great  hand — don’t 
go  ’way  folks — you’ve  no  idea,  no  con¬ 
ception,  of  how  beautiful  it  all  is  here. 
The  assembly  hall  with  its  kaleido¬ 
scope  of  colors  in  white  and  black — 

What’s  going  on  up  there  on  the 
stage?  I  can’t  quite  make  out,  there 
seems  to  be  some  mix-up.  Ah — h — h, 
I  see  it  all  now.  Yes,  sir!  There’s  the 
editor-in-chief  of  the  Racquet — Hello, 
big  fella!  Well,  folks,  he’s  going  to 
make  a  speech.  There  he  goes — oh, 
my,  what  a  peach  of  a  speech !  He 
wants  everybody  to  buy  the  Racquet. 
How  about  it,  folks?  It’s  a  great  one. 

Now  here  comes  that  other  fella  that 
is  always  wanting  everyone  to  sing, 
no — !it’s  a  young  lady — sorry,  folks,  I 
made  an  error,  it’s  the  boy  himself! 
Yes,  sir,  he  sure  can  sing  himself. 
Here’s  a  treat,  folks,  they’re  going  to 
sing  “Singing  in  the  Rain” — just  one 
minute  until  I  get  my  hankie. 

Here  comes  the  big  man  of  the  day. 
Yes,  sir,  folks,  there’s  going  to  be  a 
fight;  yes,  a  good  one!  Ha,  ha,  ha, 
that’s  a  good  one  on  me,  folks,  he  was 
only  shaking  hands  with  the  chairman 
— here  he  comes — oh,  my !  he’s  getting 
the  biggest  hand  of  all.  Come  closer, 
folks,  and  hear  what  he’s  saying.  Can 
you  hear  it  all?  Don’t  go  ’way, 
there’s  more  coming! 

And  over  all  hangs  a  clear  smoky 
haze — ”  And  so  on,  far,  far  into  the 
night. 


PALMER  SHOE  CO. 

Men’s  Florsheim  Shoes  $10 
Men’s  Crawford  Shoes  $8 


JAMES  E.  MORGAN 

Mattresses  Renovated 
196  FEDERAL  STREET 

Telephone  Forest  6317 


CLARK  PIANO  SCHOOL 

Piano  playing  from  the  foundation  to 
advanced  playing.  Assistant  teachers. 

HOWARD  W.  CLARK,  Director 

537  Congress  Street 


“Stylefest”  Shoes 

For  Fashionable  Young  Women 
All  Leathers,  $2.94 
Foster- Avery’s,  The  System  Co. 

John  H.  Brings  H.  Tindell  Raeburn 

BKOWN,  Costumer 

Briggs  and  Raeburn,  Props. 

542  1-2  Congress  St. 

Phone  Forest  6614  Portland,  Maine 

Costumes  for  Masquerades  and  Theatrical  Performances 

LET  US  FIGURE  ON  YOUR  SHOW 

Costumes  Designed  and  Made  for  All  Kinds  nf  Stage 
Productions 


CLIFFORD  E.  LEIGHTON 

Teacher  of  cMandolin  and  Banjo 
Instruments  Rented  by  the  Month 
Special  Attention  Given  To  Beginners 

Studio  548>2  Congress  St.,  Portland,  Me. 

Tel.  Forest  6019  Open  Evenings 


OP  TICIANS 

Students  given  Special  attention 
Kodaks  Camera  Supplies 

Let  us  finish  your  pictures 
Everything  in  Pocket  Magnifiers 

MURDOCK  CO. 

Old  Y.  M.  C.  A.  Building 


“ Say  it  ’with  Flower  i ” 

VOSE.-5MITH  COMPANY 

FLORISTS 

646  Congress  Street,  Portland,  Maine 
Telephone  Preble  294 
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Every  Banking  Service 

FOREST  CITY  TRUST  COMPANY 


Main  Office: 

41 1  Congress  Street 


Harry  E.  Baker 
Carroll  L.  Beedy 
Geo.  W.  Bliss 
James  F.  Bigelow 
Albion  L.  Chapman 
Fred  M.  Coffin 

Walter  T.  Foss 


DIRECTORS 

Wm.  H.  Gulliver 
Edward  W.  Hannaford 
Edwin  F.  Hillman 
Robert  S.  Laughlin 
Ralph  H.  Morrill 
Elliott  S.  Peterson 


Branch: 

Woodford  Square 


W.  H.  Shurtleff 
Jos.  W.  Simpson 
Wm.  F.  Spear 
Chas.  E.  Stickney 
J.  Putnam  Stevens 
A.  B.  Taylor 
Ernest  L.  Watkins 


Everything  In  Fuel 


Anthracite-COAL  -  Bituminous 

—OUR  SPECIALTIES— 

Famous  Reading 

Old  Company’s  Lehigh 

Pittston 

O.  and  W.  Scranton 

Cleaves  Western  Valleys  Welsh  Anthracite 
Cannel  for  the  Fireplace 
New  River  Bituminous  COKE 

QUALITY  and  SERVICE 

RANDALL  &.  McALLISTER 

84  Commercial,  Tel.  Forest  100 
7  Chapman  Arcade.  Tel.  Forest  6780 
Union  Wharf,  Tel.  Forest  650 


Dr.  Joseph  S.  White 


DENTIST 


518a  Congress  Street 


High  School  Students 

are  often  errand  bearers  for  the  family.  May 
we  suggest  then  when  you  are  asked  to  “bring 
home”  any  article  which  a  well  stocked  Phar¬ 
macy  should  include  that  you  leave  your  order 
with  us  in  the  morning  and  find  your  package 
entirely  ready  at  noon. 

Highest  quality  drug  store  merchandise  at 
fair  prices. 

Heseltine  Tuttle  Co. 

The  Quality  Drug  Store  of  Maine 
419  Congress  Street,  Masonic  Building 
PORTLAND 


Jewett  Printing  Co. 

226-232  Federal  Street 

Phone  Forest  1800 
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LEARN  TO  SAVE 

a  little  right  along 

Somebody  is  going  to  deposit  your  money.  Why  not  you 
for  yourself? 

Let  Us  Help  You  Save 

The  Chapman  Bank  &  Trust  Co. 

MONUMENT  SQUARE 


J.  A.  MERRILL  &  CO.  Inc. 

“Jewelers  Since  1851 ” 

Tel.  Forest  2095  503  Congress  Street 


When  seeking  a  gift  for  any  occasion 
our  many  years  as  gift  councillors  will 
assure  satisfaction  in  your  selection. 


Doors  Windows 

TrimPak  Interior  Finish 

Johns-Manville  Shingles 

N.  T.  FOX  CO.,  Inc. 

“The  Service  Lumber  Yard” 

Tel.  Forest  1555 


- AT  HAY  S  DRUG  STORES- 

Novel — but  practical 

Christmas  Gifts 

The  INKOGRAPH  FOUNTAIN 
PENCIL  already  proving 
surprisingly  poplar. 

$1.50 — $3.00  and  up. 

NARDI  TRI-KOLOR  PENCIL 

three  colors  in  leads, 
new  last  Christmas  in  the 
big  cities  and  never  offered  in 
Portland  until  this  season — 

$3.00  and  $3.50  ea. 

SHEAFFER — WATERMAN — 
CHILTON  Pens,  Pencils  and  Sets 


>f%  1R4V  . 


H.H.HAY  SONS 

PORTLAND.  MAINE. 


PRINTWELL  PRINTING  CO. 

Printing  and  Advertising  Service 

School  Annuals  A  Specialty 

9  TEMPLE  STREET 
PORTLAND,  -  -  •  MAINE 


